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of his belt consisted of a flat, carved emerald, a
monstrous bauble, large as a Marennes oyster.
And, besides rings and bracelets, and ear-drops
falling from two emerald clasps in a bright cataract
of diamonds, he wore above the elbow, strapped
by silken thongs to either arm, two huge chased
emeralds.
The Uvraj, his son, had trapped his breast with
an antique carapace of table-cut diamonds, and
rivulets of diamonds trickled down his forehead to
his eyes. Two enormous solitaires glittered in his
ears, two patches of dazzling white that set off to
perfection the dusky beauty of the boyish cheeks.
And, somehow, there was nothing incongruous,
nothing to offend, in the profusion of jewels decking
the manly breasts of the black-bearded kings.
Indeed its very exuberance was perfectly in keeping
with the Court where it was displayed.
Yet I seemed to see a rather constrained smile on
the face of that charming, modest gentleman, the
Maharaja of Dholpur, as if he were embarrassed
by the nine strings of pearls that glistened on his
breast and his necklet of a world-famous set of
pearls, perfectly matched in orient and size and
large as plovers' eggs. The Maharaja of Panna
wore a tunic in an exquisitely delicate shade of
russet brown and, like the man of taste he is, was con-
tented with a single gem, a large solitaire coming from
the diamond-mines of Panna State. Such indigence
distressed the Maharaja of Patiala, who packed him
off to have five strings of brilliants looped across
his chest!
Some hours later the room which had glittered
with a fabulous display of gems no jewel-merchant
in the world could hope to emulate had resumed its
normal aspect, and now looked like a large billiard-